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Introduction of Speaker—Dorothy Rob¬
erts.
“The Third Emancipation of the Ameri¬
can Negro”—Mr. Jesse O. Thomas.
“Negro National Anthem”—Congregation.
The address by Mr. Jesse O. Thomas,
field secretary for the Urban League in At¬
lanta, was based on broad training and ex¬
perience, which Mr. Thomas has had in the
social problems of the Negro.
Leading up to “The Third Emancipation
of the American Negro,” he gave a brief
summary of the achievement of the race
during the first 250 years after their arrival
in America. Their coming, he said, present¬
ed the question of how these two races were
going to live together here.
“Progress,” he said, “is measured by com¬
parison.” The Negro had gone into slav¬
ery with no language and came out speak¬
ing the Anglo-Saxon tongue; he had gone
in numbering twenty pagans and had come
out four and one-half millions of American
citizens ; he had gone in with no religion and
came out with the same religion as the white
man. The emancipation of 1863 constituted
the first emancipation.
The second emancipation is the changed
attitude toward the Negro’s ability to be edu¬
cated. More and more new educational ave¬
nues have been and are being opened to
him. The old idea, too, that the Negro
should be educated only for utilitarian pur¬
poses is passing away.
Under the third emancipatoin he discussed
the interracial and geographical relations.
No individual can solve these problems alone;
it takes the efforts of all races and each
person in the race no matter where he is
located. He said, “No Negro is secure in
New York or Massachusetts until every Ne¬
gro is secure in Mississippi and Alabama.”
“Collective bargaining in our race, is need¬
ed.” In this third emancipation must come
the freeing of ourselves from the double
economic standard. One way to do this is
to make such contributions to the social,
political and economical life that all races
and classes of men must recognize our con¬
tribution because it has genuine worth.
The challenge comes to the young people
of the races to strive to make this third
emancipation more and more a thing of
reality to every one, every where.
Spelman’s Christmas Tree
OUR LOYAL CEDAR
By Ruby L. Brown
I, a little Deodara Cedar, live near the
front entrance of Spelman Campus. They
say I am beautiful, and there is nothing for
me to do but accept the compliment. Some
say I am similar to the Cedars of Lebanon.
Many, many years ago I was sent to Spel-
man College from the Hymalaya Mountains.
I was homesick for many years after I
arrived. I can very well sympathize with
a girl who passes me and says: “I wish I
could go home.”
Each year at Christmas time I have been
admired more and more. I have heard the
little girls say for many a Christmas, as they
passed the spot where I live, “I hope I shall
have a tree as upright and as beautiful as
that one is. I’ve never seen one like it be¬
fore.”
Since the girls are not talking directly to
me, I pretend that I don’t hear them.
At this Christmas season I feel prouder
than I’ve ever felt since I’ve been on Spel¬
man Campus. How could I get homesick
now? My limbs are so beautifully deco¬
rated, from the highest one to the lowest,
with the lights of Spelman colors—blue and
white—that gleam so far at night that even
the most ungrateful tree in the world would
have to rejoice.
The first night I was lighted, I was shocked
almost to tears because no such thing had
ever happened to me before. Finally, I got
over it, when I saw they were trying to
make me more beautiful rather than kill me.
People passing are immediately attracted
to me by the splendor and beauty of my
lights. When the street car stops at Spel¬
man’s gate I can see the people within star¬
ing through the windows as if they had nev¬
er seen anything like me before. They
haven’t, at least not on this campus where
I live, I believe that this year I’ve done what
I’ve always wanted to do—helped to make
Christmas happy for those about me.
I can hear the other trees talk among
themselves about my attractive dress. Can
it be that they are envious of my beauty?




Wednesday morning, December 14, the
whole student body was called to Sisters’
Chapel to meet friends of Spelman and pro¬
moters of education in Georgia and the
country at large. President Read introduced
the visitors and each responded with a few
words of admonition and encouragement.
The first speaker, Mr. Trevor Arnett, pres¬
ident of Spelman’s Board of Trustees, review¬
ed the change of administration Recalling
the splendid services of Miss Lucy Hale
Tapley, now president emeritus of Spel¬
man College, and listing some of the rea¬
sons the Board of Trustees entertained in de¬
ciding to send to us President Read and
Dean Carpenter. Responding to this speech
President Read said she felt almost as if
this were the occasion of her inauguration
at Spelman College. Her introduction call¬
ed forth a series of interesting talks from
the following persons : M. L. Duggan, State
Superintendent of Education for Georgia; H.
J. Thorkelson, of New York, Secretary of
the General Education Board; Walter B.
Hill, State Supervisor of Negro Schools in
Georgia; Professor Joseph S. Stewart, of the
University of Georgia; L. M. Davrot, of
Baton Rouge, a field agent of the General
Education Board, and B. C. Caldwell, of
Louisiana, assistant director of the Jeanes
and Slater funds.
These gentlemen brought us much valu¬
able information about facilities and prog¬
ress of Negro education in various parts of
the South and North. The fine commenda¬
tion they gave of the personality and service
of Spelman graduates was wdiolesome for
college spirit on this campus.
Following the assembly, Spelman Home
Economics students served luncheon for the
visitors in Laura Spelman Hall.
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HAPPY NEW YEAR
The Campus Mirror wishes you a very
prosperous year. We are always glad to
begin the New Year because it brings with
it new chances and new opportunities. The
year 1928 holds many unseen events. It
will take much courage to face some of them.
At this time of year most of us make our
resolutions. The Mirror hopes that you will
kindly include among yours the support of
the college paper.
THE PLAY
February 3, 1928, a group of college stu¬
dents will present the play, Adam and Eva,
in Howe Memorial Chapel. For some years
the annual play has been the main source
of support for the Campus Mirror. The
growth of the paper this year makes our
need of money greater than ever. The staff
says: “Thank You,” now to every purchaser
of a ticket to the play.
- DETROIT CONVENTION
The Student Volunteer Convention held in
Detroit, Michigan, during the Christmas va¬
cation was reported at a joint meeting of Spel-
man and Morehouse Colleges and Atlanta Uni¬
versity in Sisters Chapel, Sunday evening, Janu¬
ary 8, by one of the delegates of the Atlanta
Colleges, Mr. Robert Simmons of Morris
Brown.
The purpose of the Detroit Convention
was to discuss plans for a religious program that
will give people something better than creeds,
national pride, and snobbish ideas about other
people. The chairman of the convention said :
“We are met here to discuss how to carry the
good word of God around the world. We are
here, open minded to learn together.”
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SOMEBODY CARES
By Thelma B. Brown
When skies are darkest, and life within you
seems to be as dark as the skies outside, there
comes a feeling that your life would be all sun¬
shine if somebody cared.
When triumphs come and you arc lifted up
into what seems to be another world, you
like to think that some one person out of the
crowd that praised and applauded you was real¬
ly and truly interested. Interested, rather that
they truly cared, cared enough to help you
dream dreams and build air castles for the fu¬
ture.
When the whole world goes right, when ev¬
erything seems to be “My Blue Heaven,” you
can go to that some one who cares and, in go¬
ing, still know that they share that happiness
with you ; that they adore that beautiful sun¬
set, they are, with you, passionately fond of
that piece of music, that poem you read to them
was simply beautiful—in short, they care.
There is a contentment in having a “some¬
one who cares, who stands steadfastly near you,
knows you, and likes you for just what you
are.”
Somebody cares!
A rift of sun steals o’er the darkened way.
Somebody cares!
A sky lark’s song drifts from the skies of gray.
Somebody cares!
To the tortured heart, when the hours are eons
long,
The knowledge that somebody truly cares brings
peace like an angel’s song.
MR. JOHN DILLINGHAM
Mr. John Dillingham, Secretary of the
Student Council of the Y. M. C. A., spoke
at Chapel exercises Friday morning, Decem¬
ber 30, on “Youth’s Desire for Freedom.”
“Freedom,” he said, “is not dropped down
into one’s hands but is a result of the will
of the individual. It means hard work. One
must go down the banks of labor and through
the waters of suffering in order to attain
freedom.”
On the morning of January 5, Mr. Dilling¬
ham was at chapel services again and con¬
tinued his discourse on freedom. He spoke
of some of the challenges to freedom. “Real
freedom,” he said, “should be today a chal¬
lenge for: (1) elevation of sex; (2) sex
equality; (3) race equality; (4) economic
betterment; (5) educational opportunity for
both sexes equally.”
CHAPEL
Air. Scott, a business man from Philadelphia,
a trustee of Tuskegee Institute, Fairy God¬
father to Leonard Street Orphans’ Home and
friend of Negro Education, spoke at devotions
Tuesday morning, January 10.
He said: “You are not here to fill your heads
full of facts, but to learn how to use the facts
after you have them.” Your ultimate aim here





A play, entitled The Christmas Star, was
given by the ninth grade, Junior High School,
on Friday, I )ecember 23, and was repeated
Sunday, December 25, in Howe Memorial
Chapel, for the Christian Endeavor.
The play was in three scenes:
Scene One represented the hills outside of
Bethlehem and the appearance of the angels
to the shepherds.
Scene Two was in Bethlehem, showing the
arrival of the shepherds.
Scene Three was the manger scene with both
shepherds and wise men.
A Greek Chorus, assisted by the angel group,
sang explantory Christmas songs during the
scenes, and in the second scene a little hand¬
maid of Bethlehem described the events taking
place there and directed the wise men to the
manger.
Misses Jessie Wilson and Velma King played
the accompaniment for the presentation on Fri¬
day, and Miss Vina Mae Jackson accompanied
on Sunday.
Miss Brookings coached the play.
Christmas records were played on the Vic-
trola between scenes.
HOLIDAY VISITS
Students who spent the Christmas holidays at
home report a pleasant stay.
The following spent the vacation with
friends:
Alisses Ernestine Erskine and Viola Bran¬
ham with Miss Lyda McCree at College Park,
Ga.; Aliss Dorothy Roberts with Miss Willie
Reese at Newnan, Ga.; Miss Alary Brookins
with Miss Theresa Wilson of Atlanta; Miss
Lillie Sirmans with Miss Gussie Merlalla at
Anniston, Alabama.
Miss Jeanette Hicks was guest to dinner with
Air. and Mrs. John Dillingham, December 25.
DISCUSSION OF PERSON¬
ALITY IN Y. W. C. A.
An interesting discussion in Y. W. C. A. on
the subject of Personality was led by Aliss Julia
Pate.
Three important qualities of personality
stressed were: Compatibility, Sociability and
Versatility. The compatible person learns to
take as well as give. Alen are by nature selfish
creatures; but thinking persons of poise learn
not to excuse in themselves what they do not
excuse in other people—temper, harshness, nor
any unkindness. They stop on- the verge of
anger, calmly think the situation over and say,
“Am I justified in showing off what is boil¬
ing up here inside me?” Especially in a new
environment, must one learn not to be super¬
sensitive and not to boil over, but rather to for¬
get self, to adapt to new surroundings and to
make friends, not enemies.
The desire for friends makes us sociable.
There are many people from whom to choose
and cull the different kinds of friends we need
in our game of give and take. Choose every
one for a good reason and let some of them
choose you. Some of them will last you your
whole life.
This choosing and being chosen trains us to
be versatile—to be able to turn to, and respond
to, many kinds of people as Christ, our beauti¬
ful, perfect Friend, did.
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GUESTS ON THE CAMPUS
Miss Olive Kennedy had as her guests for
the Christmas holidays her parents, Mr. and
Mrs. Edward Kennedy and her brother, Mr.
Theodore Kennedy, of Cohoes, N. Y.
Mrs. Agnes Johnson, of Conneaut, Ohio,
was with Miss Jessie Leahy during the week
December 18-22.
Miss Nellie Schoonover, a former teacher
of Spelman, now a teacher in Milwaukee,
Wis., was a pleasant visitor on the campus
during the holidays.
Miss Thelma Emmons, instructor in Home
Economics at Clark University, was on the
campus December 23-25, the guest of Miss
Nina Hawkins.
Miss Mary Gladys Neptune, student at
Muskingum College, New Concord, Ohio,
spent the holidays with her aunt, Professor
Neptune.
Miss Lvda McCree, a graduate of the
Class of ’27, now a teacher at Bennet Col¬
lege, Greensboro, N. C., visited on the cam¬
pus during the holidays.
President and Mrs. John W. Davis, of
West V irginia Collegiate Institute, Charles¬






On Friday night, December 16, 1927, the
Sophomores entertained the Seniors with
one of the most delightful affairs of the sea¬
son. A Sophomore receiving line welcomed
the Seniors into the parlor of Morehouse
North, Miss Edna Wilson played the open¬
ing march, the hostesses gave a short pro¬
gram; Miss Catherine Burris announcing the
numbers :
Piano Solo—Miss Phyllis Kimbrough.
Vocal Solo—Miss Flora McKinney.
Reading—Miss Catherine English.
Piano Solo—Miss Edna Wilson.
Dialogue—Misses Annie Hudson and Inez
Dumas.
Quartet—Misses Finely, English, McKin¬
ney, and Hudson.
Words of Welcome—Sophomore president,
Miss Cureton.
Response—Senior president, Miss Dorothy
Roberts.
There were games, singing, refreshments,
and for favors there were little golden ad¬
dress books. The grand march spelled the
words: Spelman, Seniors, Sophomores and
Stull. The guests departed singing: “A Per¬
fect Day.”
Several of the faculty made long jour¬
neys to be at home for Christmas.
M isses Margaret Griffin, Bertha Yackel,
Emma McDonald, Beulah Boley, Minnie
Timson and Ethel Rand spent their vacation
at Jacksonville, Fla. Miss Yackel was ac¬
companied by her sister, Miss Martha Yackel,
from Harvey, Ill., and Miss Rand by her
sister, Mrs. C. Waldo Morrison, of Brook¬
lyn, N. Y. Miss Martha Yackel and Mrs.
Morrison each spent several days on Spel¬
man Campus. M isses Stella Haugan and




\ly soul shall grow wide
As the sky wall’s span.
For it must brother the fallen man
Who clutches at my side.
My soul shall grow high
As the bravest birds fly.
For it must stretch away to God
W ho helps it as I plod.
My soul shall grow deep
As the thoughts I think,
When I am dead and begin to sink
To a peaceful, colorful sleep.
PACKING AUNT DINAH’S
BOX
By J. Mignonette Lewis
Realizing their many blessing and that
there are others who are less fortunate than
they, the Elementary Education Department
of Spelman decided to help make Christmas
happy for the boys at Aunt Dinah’s Home
and School in Covington, Ga.
Each grade had a share in making some¬
thing to go into the box that was sent.
On Tuesday, December 21, the teachers
of the Elementary Education Department as¬
sembled in the reception room in Giles Hall
for the purpose of packing the box. To the
surprise and satisfaction of the group, they
discovered that one of the number, Miss I
Minnie Finley, was an expert packer.
All sorts of things were put into the box,
including Christmas confectioneries, toys,
wearing apparel, and other articles which
would help to make children happy.
The packers enjoyed their task and word
has been received from Aunt Dinah that
this Christmas was the happiest in the his¬
tory of her “Home.” She is now contem¬
plating a visit to Spelman in the near fu¬
ture.
I, MYSELF AND ME
By McKinley Christopher, ’28
Morehouse College
Whore the ones to help me live?
Only I, myself and me;
Who’s to make me free to give
To good causes? Just we three;
Who’s to help me in the fight
For the cause of love and right,
Though we climb Galgotha’s height?
Only I, myself, and me.
Only I, myself, and me.
Who is keeping me behind?
Both in spirit and in mind?
It is only just we three.
He who wants a push along
Seldom finds a pusher strong;
The three pushers in the throng,
Are just I, myself, and me.
Who’s to help me keep a job?
Only I, myself, and me.
Who condemns me, if I rob
Men or business? Just we three;
Who’s to build a home so neat
For my wife and children sweet,
Where love shrines give forth their heats?
Only I, myself, and me.
Who’s my chilly death to brave?
Only I, myself and me.
Who’s to fill my lonely grave
In the graveyard? Just we three.
Parents, loved-ones, friends nor foes
Can partake of all those woes,
I here are three that each one knows;
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By Alpha Tallkv, H. S.
I often look hack now with a smile
at the comical picture we, a bunch of
school girls, must have made when
we were arriving in Atlanta for the
first time. No better example of hu¬
man spontaneity caused by the high
tension of the nervous system could
be found.
We had planned that nothing should
prevent us from looking our best when
we stepped off the coach at the sta¬
tion. So the porter was made our im¬
mediate objective for information.
“What time is it now?”
“Ten-fifty.”
“Er—how far did you say we were
from Atlanta? Eighty miles, did you
say ?”
card, but I thought of nothing hut
you, after he gave me your name.”
“What does he look like? Maybe
I know him.”
“Well, he is tall, brown—has nice
eyes. Nifty looking, I think.”
”1 think 1 know him, but you must
he there to take me to him.”
“Yes, I will. I think another one is
coming. I must go.”
Soon the hostesses are on the front
porch again.
“Look! There goes John. I won¬
der who he is going to see.”
“Louise, I suppose.”
“No, he is going into Packard
Hall. Whom does he know over
there?”
“Yes.”
“Did you say we were due into Atlanta at
eleven-fifty?” No answer.
“I think we’d better start now,” tuned in a
little girl in the rear, who had been trying to
digest the essence of a “ 1 rue Story Magazine
amid clicks of gum which she was chewing
rhythmically.
Evidently the suggestion was a common
opinion, for the rustling of paper, the moving
of hat boxes and valises from racks, the rush
to the dressing room and the constant inquiry
for “a peep in your mirror” told more plainly
than words could express the fact that we were
certainly going to he ready when the porter
yelled “Atlanta!”
A continual hubbub was kept up until all
were “safely” dressed and heads were peeping
out of the windows to get the first glimpse of
the city.
Soon we could see tall columns of smoke, like
heavy storm clouds, rising from the factories
high into the sky; we knew that the city of
our destination was not far.
“Mister, what time is it now? My watch
has stopped,” inquired the little chewing-gum
girl.
“Eleven forty-five,” was the gruff reply.
We knew now for a certainty that we would
soon be at our journey’s end, and scrambling
and pushing into the aisles we formed a per¬
fect blockade.
Incidentally I glanced over my shoulder at a
lady who was calmly enjoying our great com¬
motion. I wondered why she wasn't getting
prepared. Poor thing. I laid it to her ig¬
norance.
One flag stop we passed; another, and still—
ves, another. Wouldn’t we ever reach At¬
lanta? Minutes became hours. Feet began to
burn in new tan oxfords. Military heels felt
like French ones. Excitement died away, and
one by one we sat down disgusted. But the
"poor, ignorant” lady kept smiling.
My recollection from then on was rather
vague. I guess I must have slept until “At¬
lanta!" was fairly thundered into my ears.
“Wake up A . we are getting off.”
Soot and cinders were on my face and my
eyes were a blur of incomprehension. Every¬
body looked exhausted except the “poor ig¬
norant" lady. Trim and neat, calm and self-
possessed she was now ready to get off.
NEW YEAR
By Willie Barnett
With the ringing of bells and blowing of
whistles, old Father Time was ushered out
and the baby 1928 ushered in, bringing along
its new ideas, new resolutions and new hopes.
To many the new year brought sadness,
and to others joys, while to some, unfor¬
tunately, it was simply another month.
This wise infant is born to bringing an¬
other year full of unknown, undreamed of
cares, joys, failures, achievements—real
enough, all of them.
ADAM AND EVA
No, this is not the Garden of Eden story,
but a twentieth century tale, in which Adam
finds his paradise instead of losing it. Eva
—well, perhaps she helps Adam to find it.
The serpent is not to be found, and the ap¬
ple is merely incidental. But you will want
to watch Adam, for he has been gambling
in futures, his own as well as those of other
people.
OPEN HOUSE
By Beulah E. Cloud
Edith and Jane were hostesses for Open
House in one of the college halls. They
had made the reception room look as cozy
as a living room at home.
“It lacks only five minutes of 3,” said
Jane. “We must be at the door for the
first arrival. No shortcomings for us, aye?”
Someone must be first and here he is.”
“Good afternoon. Whom do you wish to
see?”
The young man fumbled in his pocket and
handed his card, which had a name written
below the printed one.
She read: “Miss Mary Joe.” and said:
“Come into the reception room and have
a seat. I'll tell her you are here. Edith,
you entertain him while I get Mary?”
While the visitor, who has been seated in
the reception room, is sensing the air of
welcome there, one hostess chats pleasantly
with him and the other climbs the stairs to
announce his arrival, to the proper person.
But that person did not expect a caller.
“Please, Jane, do tell me who he is?”
“I do not know. His name was on the
“Here comes Ben Boston with his
funny self.”
, “How do you do, Ben? You want to see
Miss Rally, do you not? Ill tell her you
are here.”
“That group of fellows is headed this way.
I’ll take care of the one with the gray hat.”
“How do you do?”
“Is Miss Kathrinia Massey here?”
“No, she has gone to town. I don’t know
when she will return. Would you like to
wait? I am sorry she isn’t here. I’ll tell
her you called.”
“Here is Betty’s brother. I know she’ll
be tickled pink. She is already in the re¬
ception room and that saves a trip upstairs?”
Jane escorted the brother into the recep¬
tion room. Betty greeted him warmly and
introduced him to her caller and to Mrs.
Seaton, the house mother. Mrs. Seaton talk¬
ed with the brother a short while before
Mary came and led her to another part of
the room to meet another caller. Betty,
her brother and her caller, soon had a live¬
ly conversation going. Then the brother
said: “Betty I’ve brought you some music
and there is one piece I like especially well.
Will you play it for me?”
“Yes, I think I know what it is. It’s
’My Blue Heaven,’ isn’t it?”
“You guessed it right.”
Betty asked her caller, Jack Monroe, to
sing the song. When he ended, she asked
the other young people in the room if they
would not like to sing some songs together.
After they had sung several, Betty said:
“I know a dandy game called ‘Magic Mu¬
sic.’ Do you wish to play it?” “Yes, yes,”
answered several voices at once. Each had
his turn and in some manner succeeded in
finding the place or thing that had been
touched. Mary suggested that they play
“Steal Liza Jane.” Mr. Boston, who never
could get a partner and had to be “it,” de¬
cided that he would rather play a game of
“wink.” Since he had mastered the art of
winking, it was easy for him to keep a girl
in his chair. Game after game was played
throughout the afternoon, which passed very
quickly.
Betty’s caller asked her if she would play
again for him. Louise, on hearing the mu¬
sic, cried: "Oh, let’s have a grand march
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and spell Morehouse and Spehnan while we
are marching.”
"Oh, let's do, and you direct the spelling?”
Everyone joined in and just as the “n” in
Spelnian was being formed the clock struck
s. The girls bade their callers goodbye at
the door.
As the callers passed the hostesses, each
one hade them goodbye very pleasantly.
When the last caller had gone the two
hostesses went upstairs, each one telling the
other how she had enjoyed the afternoon.
Y. W. C. A. CONFERENCE
COMMITTEE MEETING
By Gaston Bradford
During the week-end of December 17, our
college was hostess to a Y. W. C. A. Con-’
ference Committee meeting, composed of rep-;
resentatives of the colleges in the South-:
eastern group, for the purpose of .planning
the spring conference to he held at Barber
College, Anniston, Ala.
The meetings were conducted by Miss Mi¬
riam Anderson, of Florida A. & M. College,
who is chairman of the Barber Conference.
The other delegates were: Mrs. Frances Mc-
Lemore, Student Secretary of Negro Colleges
in the Southern division; Miss Belle Ray¬
ford, Associate Dean of Women at Fisk;
Miss Ruth Johnson, Extension Worker at
Alabama State Normal: Miss Grace Towns,
Girl Reserve Secretary at Columbus, Ohio.
Student delegates were Misses Davenport,
of Barber College: Lucile Hall, of Fort
Valley; Mercedes Douglas, of Atlanta Uni¬
versity, and Irene Dobbs, of Spelman.
MISS MARY BEARD
Miss Mary Beard, a trained nurse and
member of the Board of Directors of the
Rockefeller Foundation, spoke at devotions
Friday morning, January 6. She talked of
means by which we can make our lives rich¬
er and fuller, stressing the present demands
of youth to know why and how, rather than
to accept instructions they do not under¬
stand. Unless we learn to live in harmony,
we can’t get from life what we should. Ed¬
ucation should mean to us that which will
make our lives more beautiful. Every day
doors are being opened, giving places for the
living of this rich life. Always there is
something bigger beyond, always the great
mystery of life just beyond. There should
be a striving on the part of every one to
find that bigger something—to enter the open
doors.
CAST FOR THE PLAY,
ADAM AND EVA
James King, a rich man—Julia Pate.
Corinthia, his parlor maid—Frances Cal-
lier.
Clinton DeWitt, his son-in-law—Minnie
Finley.
Julie DeWitt, his eldest daughter—Gaston
Bradford.
Eva King, his youngest daughter—Ernes¬
tine Erskine.
Aunt Abby Rocker, his sister-in-law—Irene
I )obbs.
Dr. Jack Delamater, his neighbor—Marga¬
ret Johnson.
Horace Pilgrim, his uncle—Beatrice Tuck¬
er.
Adam Smith, his business manager—Nan¬
nie Gadson.




Wednesday evening, December 14, we were
especially favored with a concert by the Rus¬
sian Cossack Chorus with Sergei Socoloff,
director. The music was such that listeners
could forget all else and allow themselves
to be carried into the realms of song. Each
number was sung in the native tongue. With¬
out understanding the words, the listeners
thoroughly enjoyed the volume and sweet¬
ness of tone. At the close of the program
they sang in English, the famous Southern
song, “Dixie.”
CAN YOU IMAGINE—
M. B. not in the library?
M. T. B. an old maid?
A. D. flirting?
FI. A. with a mannish bob?
M. F. dumb in soccer?
J. P. not delivering a sermon?
M. L. in a long dress?
F. B. not making a wise crack?
A. E. J. a missionary?
A. B. J. being graceful?
F. Me. an opera singer?
L. S.. M. O. B., and J. H. not visiting
Giles Hall during free hours?
E. M. tall?
M. A. D. stout?
WONDER WHY—
M. W. has more confidence in “Hope”
than faith?
I. C. H. is so loyal to her school-mates,
she always says “Pett-us" instead of pet
me ?
C. L. B. is finding so much interest in
studying the life of “Jackson?”
D. R.’s favorite color is "Brown?”
W. H. B. takes to her room after ves¬
per every Sunday lately. Something wrong?
What would happen if—A. E. J. had to
discharge the “Butler” instead of the maid?
E. G. R. refused to talk about the two
"S's?"
A. E. J. should get to breakfast on time?
Z. R. J. watched the game at Morehouse
as closely as she does the "Cheer Leader?’
ZERO AND SNOW
By Ruby L. Brown
As the year 1028 approached, a bitter cold¬
ness spread over many places of the United
States, it was reported. On the very first day
of the year, in Atlanta, the thermometer went
down two degrees below zero. How the mad
wind rushed across Spelman Campus!
Alice and her roommate could hear it whis¬
tling. "I wish I could stay indoors all day,"
Alice said.
It was understood that she couldn’t. It
seemed as if she just could not get accustomed
to such weather. That day she got home from
chapel quicker than she ever had before.
She said, “I didn't know I could get in such
a hurry, before this cold weather came."
She went into her neighbors’ room and found
the three girls there hugging the radiator."
“Give me room, give me room,” said Alice,
"our radiator is as cold as ice. I believe I shall
freeze.”
“Let us hope not,” replied the girls.
Alice went to bed that night thinking about
the warm weather which her mother said they
were having at her home. When she got up
the next morning she was glad that it was
warmer than it had been the night before.
Going to the window she saw something that
was unusual to her.
‘Sarah, Sarah!” she exclaimed, "Get up! The
earth is white! How gently the snow must
have fallen, late in the night, that we didn't
hear it.”
“Come to this window, Alice,” remarked
Sarah, “and see the girls who are already out
throwing snow balls at each other. Girls here
just enjoy the snow.”
When Alice dressed and went out, Sarah
could not help laughing, for she had on ga¬
loshes, though Sarah could not see how she got
on her slippers over several pairs of hose. She
looked exactly twice her natural size in her
snow apparel, as she called it. She was not
odd, however, for several girls and a few teach¬
ers were also prepared for the snow.
A few days after, Sarah said, “Alice, since
you are from the extreme South and know
very little about snow, I shall tell you this is
quite an unusual one. Although it is not deep it
has remained a long time. It did not melt as
snow usually does here. It seems rather just
to dry up. I’m sure that this cold weather pro¬
longed its stay."
Alice said, “I like the snow and I think we
all should, because it is so beautiful and pure,
i wish all ugly things might he hidden by ever¬
lasting snow."
THE SECOND CHANCE
Did you ever wish you could begin all
over again?
Adam and Eva is the story of a family
who had this unusual opportunity. You will
enjoy learning of their experience when the
Campus Mirror cast gives this bright and
amusing play, l-ebruary J is the date.
♦
THE CAMPUS MIRROR
and spell Morehouse and Spelman while we
are inarching."
“Oh, let’s do, and you direct the spelling?”
Everyone joined in and just as the “n” in
Spelman was being formed the clock struck
s. The girls bade their callers goodbye at
the door.
As the callers passed the hostesses, each
one hade them goodbye very pleasantly.
When the last caller had gone the two
hostesses went upstairs, each one telling the
other how she had enjoyed the afternoon.
Y. W. C. A. CONFERENCE
COMMITTEE MEETING
By Gaston Bradford
During the week-end of December 17, our
college was hostess to a Y. W. C. A. Con-'
ference Committee meeting, composed of rep-;
resentatives of the colleges in the South-;
eastern group, for the purpose of .planning
the spring conference to be held at Barber
College, Anniston, Ala.
The meetings were conducted b}r Miss Mi¬
riam Anderson, of Florida A. & M. College,
who is chairman of the Barber Conference.
The other delegates were: Mrs. Frances Mc-
Lemore, Student Secretary of Negro Colleges
in the Southern division; Miss Belle Ray¬
ford, Associate Dean of Women at Fisk;
Miss Ruth Johnson, Extension Worker at
Alabama State Normal; Miss Grace Towns,
Girl Reserve Secretary at Columbus, Ohio.
Student delegates were Misses Davenport,
of Barber College; Lucile Hall, of Fort
Valley; Mercedes Douglas, of Atlanta Uni¬
versity, and Irene Dobbs, of Spelman.
MISS MARY BEARD
Miss Mary Beard, a trained nurse and
member of the Board of Directors of the
Rockefeller Foundation, spoke at devotions
Friday morning, January 6. She talked of
means bv which we can make our lives rich¬
er and fuller, stressing the present demands
of youth to know why and how, rather than
to accept instructions they do not under¬
stand. Unless we learn to live in harmony,
we can’t get from life what we should. Ed¬
ucation should mean to us that which will
make our lives more beautiful. Every day
doors are being opened, giving places for the
living of this rich life. Always there is
something bigger beyond, always the great
mystery of life just beyond. There should
be a striving on the part of every one to
find that bigger something—to enter the open
doors.
CAST FOR THE PLAY,
ADAM AND EVA
James King, a rich man—Julia Pate.
Corinthia, his parlor maid—Frances Cal-
lier.
Clinton DeWitt, his son-in-law—Minnie
Finley.
Julie DeWitt, his eldest daughter—Gaston
Bradford.
Eva King, his youngest daughter—Ernes¬
tine Erskinc.
Aunt Abby Rocker, his sister-in-law—Irene
1 )obbs.
Dr. Jack Delamater, his neighbor—Marga¬
ret Johnson.
Horace Pilgrim, his uncle—Beatrice Tuck¬
er.
Adam Smith, his business manager—Nan¬
nie Gadson.




Wednesday evening, December 14, we were
especially favored with a concert by the Rus¬
sian Cossack Chorus with Sergei Socoloff,
director. The music was such that listeners
could forget all else and allow themselves
to be carried into the realms of song. Each
number was sung in the native tongue. With¬
out understanding the words, the listeners
thoroughly enjoyed the volume and sweet¬
ness of tone. At the close of the program
they sang in English, the famous Southern
song, “Dixie.”
CAN YOU IMAGINE—
M. B. not in the library?
M. T. B. an old maid?
A. D. flirting?
LI. A. with a mannish bob ?
M. F. dumb in soccer?
J. P. not delivering a sermon?
M. L. in a long dress?
F. B. not making a wise crack?
A. E. J. a missionary?
A. B. J. being graceful?
F. Me. an opera singer?
L. S., M. O. B., and J. H. not visiting
Giles Hall during free hours?
E. M. tall?
M. A. D. stout?
WONDER WHY—
M. W. has more confidence in “Hope”
than faith?
I. C. H. is so loyal to her school-mates,
she always says “Pett-us” instead of pet
me ?
C. L. B. is finding so much interest in
studying the life of “Jackson?”
I). R.'s favorite color is "Brown?”
W. H. B. takes to her room after ves¬
per every Sunday lately. Something wrong?
What would happen if—A. E. J. had to
discharge the “Butler” instead of the maid?
E. G. R. refused to talk about the two
“S’s?”
A. I.. J. should get to breakfast on time?
Z. R. J. watched the game at Morehouse
as closely as she does the “Cheer Leader? j
ZERO AND SNOW
By Ruby L. Brown
As the year 1028 approached, a bitter cold¬
ness spread over many places of the United
States, it was reported. On the very first day
of the year, in Atlanta, the thermometer went
down two degrees below zero. How the mad
wind rushed across Spelman Campus!
Alice and her roommate could hear it whis¬
tling. "I wish I could stay indoors all day,"
Alice said.
It was understood that she couldn’t. It
seemed as if she just could not get accustomed
to such weather. That day she got home from
chapel quicker than she ever had before.
She said, “I didn't know I could get in such
a hurry, before this cold weather came."
She went into her neighbors’ room and found
the three girls there hugging the radiator."
“Give me room, give me room,” said Alice,
“our radiator is as cold as ice. I believe I shall
freeze.”
“Let us hope not,” replied the girls.
Alice went to bed that night thinking about
the warm weather which her mother said they
were having at her home. When she got up
the next morning she was glad that it was
warmer than it had been the night before.
Going to the window she saw something that
was unusual to her.
‘Sarah, Sarah!” she exclaimed, “Get up! The
earth is white! How gently the snow must
have fallen, late in the night, that we didn't
hear it.”
“Come to this window, Alice,” remarked
Sarah, "and see the girls who are already out
throwing snow balls at each other. Girls here
just enjoy the snow.”
When Alice dressed and went out, Sarah
could not help laughing, for she had on ga¬
loshes, though Sarah could not see how she got
on her slippers over several pairs of hose. She
looked exactly twice her natural size in her
snow apparel, as she called it. She was not
odd, however, for several girls and a few teach¬
ers were also prepared for the snow.
A few days after, Sarah said, “Alice, since
you are from the extreme South and know
very little about snow, I shall tell you this is
quite an unusual one. Although it is not deep it
has remained a long time. It did not melt as
snow usually does here. It seems rather just
to dry up. I’m sure that this cold weather pro¬
longed its stay."
Alice said, “I like the snow and I think we
all should, because it is so beautiful and pure,
i wish all ugly things might be hidden by ever¬
lasting snow.”
THE SECOND CHANCE
Did you ever wish you could begin all
over again?
Adam and Eva is the story of a family
who had this unusual opportunity. You will
enjoy learning of their experience when the
Campus Mirror cast gives this bright and





By Alpha Talley, H. S.
I often look hack now with a smile
at the comical picture we, a hunch of
school girls, must have made when
we were arriving in Atlanta for the
first time. No better example of hu¬
man spontaneity caused by the high
tension of the nervous system could
he found.
\Ye had planned that nothing should
prevent us from looking our hest when
we stepped off the coach at the sta¬
tion. So the porter was made our im¬
mediate objective for information.
“What time is it now?”
“Ten-fifty.”
“Er—how far did you say we were
from Atlanta? Eighty miles, did you
card, hut I thought of nothing hut
you, after he gave me your name.”
“What does he look like? Maybe
I know him.”
“Well, he is tall, brown—has nice
eyes. Nifty looking, I think.”
"1 think 1 know him, but you must
he there to take me to him.”
“Yes, I will. I think another one is
coming. I must go.”
Soon the hostesses are on the front
porch again.
“Look! There goes John. I won¬
der who he is going to see.”
“Louise, I suppose.”
“No, he is going into Packard




“Did you say we were due into Atlanta at
eleven-fifty?” No answer.
“I think we’d better start now,” tuned in a
little girl in the rear, who had been trying to
digest the essence of a “True Story Magazine
amid clicks of gum which she was chewing
rhythmically.
Evidently the suggestion was a common
opinion, for the rustling of paper, the moving
of hat boxes and valises from racks, the rush
to the dressing room and the constant inquiry
for “a peep in your mirror” told more plainly
than words could express the fact that we were
certainly going to be ready' when the portci
yelled “Atlanta!”
A continual hubbub was kept up until all
were “safely” dressed and heads were peeping
out of the windows to get the first glimpse of
the city.
Soon we could see tall columns of smoke, like
heavy storm clouds, rising from the factories
high into the sky; we knew that the city of
our destination was not far.
“Mister, what time is it now? My watch
has stopped,” inquired the little chewing-gum
girl.
“Eleven forty-five,” was the gruff reply.
We knew now for a certainty that we would
soon be at our journey’s end, and scrambling
and pushing into the aisles we formed a per¬
fect blockade.
Incidentally I glanced over my shoulder at a
lady who was calmly enjoying our great com¬
motion. I wondered why she wasn t getting
prepared. Poor thing. I laid it to her ig¬
norance.
One flag stop we passed; another, and still—
yes, another. Wouldn’t we ever reach At¬
lanta? Minutes became hours. Feet began to
burn in new tan oxfords. Military heels felt
like French ones. Excitement died away, and
one by one we sat down disgusted. But the
“poor, ignorant" lady kept smiling.
My recollection from then on was rather
vague. I guess I must have slept until “At¬
lanta!" was fairly thundered into my ears.
“Wake up A , we are getting off.”
Soot and cinders were on my face and my
eyes were a blur of incomprehension. Every¬
body looked exhausted except the “poor ig¬
norant” lady. Trim and neat, calm and self-
possessed she was now ready to get off.
NEW YEAR
By Willie Barnett
With the ringing of bells and blowing of
whistles, old Father Time was ushered out
and the baby 1928 ushered in, bringing along
its new ideas, new resolutions and new hopes.
To many the new year brought sadness,
and to others joys, while to some, unfor¬
tunately, it was simply another month.
This wise infant is horn to bringing an¬
other year full of unknown, undreamed of
cares, joys, failures, achievements—real
enough, all of them.
ADAM AND EVA
No, this is not the Garden of Eden story,
hut a twentieth century tale, in which Adam
finds his paradise instead of losing it. Eva
—well, perhaps she helps Adam to find it.
The serpent is not to be found, and the ap¬
ple is merely incidental. But you will want
to watch Adam, for he has been gambling
in futures, his own as well as those of other
people.
OPEN HOUSE
By Beulah E. Cloud
Edith and Jane were hostesses for Open
House in one of the college halls. They
had made the reception room look as cozy
as a living room at home.
“It lacks only five minutes of 3,” said
Jane. “We must be at the door for the
first arrival. No shortcomings for us, aye?”
Someone must he first and here he is.”
“Good afternoon. Whom do you wish to
see ?”
The young man fumbled in his pocket and
handed his card, which had a name written
below the printed one.
She read: “Miss Mary Joe.” and said:
“Come into the reception room and have
a seat. I’ll tell her you are here. Edith,
you entertain him while I get Mary?”
While the visitor, who has been seated in
the reception room, is sensing the air of
welcome there, one hostess chats pleasantly
with him and the other climbs the stairs to
announce his arrival, to the proper person.
But that person did not expect a caller.
“Please, Jane, do tell me who he is?”
“I do not know. His name was on the
“Here comes Ben Boston with his
funny self.”
, “How do you do, Ben? You want to see
Miss Rally, do you not? I'll tell her you
are here.”
“That group of fellows is headed this way.
I’ll take care of the one with the gray hat.”
“How do you do?”
“Is Miss Kathrinia Massey here?”
“No, she has gone to town. I don’t know
when she will return. Would you like to
wait? I am sorry she isn’t here. I’ll tell
her you called.”
“Here is Betty’s brother. I know she'll
be tickled pink. She is already in the re¬
ception room and that saves a trip upstairs?”
Jane escorted the brother into the recep¬
tion room. Betty greeted him warmly and
introduced him to her caller and to Mrs.
Seaton, the house mother. Mrs. Seaton talk¬
ed with the brother a short while before
Mary came and led her to another part of
the room to meet another caller. Betty,
her brother and her caller, soon had a live¬
ly conversation going. Then the brother
said: “Betty I’ve brought you some music
and there is one piece I like especially well.
Will you play it for me?”
“Yes, I think I know' what it is. It’s
‘My Blue Heaven,’ isn’t it?”
“You guessed it right.”
Betty asked her caller, Jack Monroe, to
sing the song. When he ended, she asked
the other young people in the room if they
would not like to sing some songs together.
After they had sung several, Betty said:
“I know a dandy game called ‘Magic Mu¬
sic.’ Do you wish to play it?” “Yes, yes,”
answered several voices at once. Each had
his turn and in some manner succeeded in
finding the place or thing that had been
touched. Mary suggested that they play
“Steal Liza Jane.” Mr. Boston, who never
could get a partner and had to he “it,” de¬
cided that he would rather play a game of
“wink.” Since he had mastered the art of
winking, it was easy for him to keep a girl
in his chair. Game after game was played
throughout the afternoon, which passed very
quickly.
Betty’s caller asked her if she would play
again for him. Louise, on hearing the mu¬
sic, cried: "Oh, let’s have a grand march
THE CAMPUS MIRROR
SMACKS OF CAMPUS LIFE
Will: "She wa.- hanged in China."
Bill: “Shanghai?”
Will: “Not very."
Student teacher: “Now watch the hoard
closely and I'll go through it again."
Pupil: “I didn't see you go through the
first time.”
Ambitious student: “Education broadens
one, give me education.”
Fat student: “Well, take it away from me.”
Merchant: “Children’s encyclopedia is a
valuable gift for your kids.”
Customer: “No, let 'em learn to walk as I
did.”
First Speaker : "Say, what course are you
taking in college?”
Second speaker: “From the looks of the
F’s on my card, it seems that I am taking
a downward course.”
He: “Is your teacher of English very par¬
ticular?"
She: “Is she? She’ll take off if we hap¬
pen to get a period upside down.”
Inquisitive roomer of Morehouse North:
"I wonder which of the Big Four got the
booby on January 7, 1928, around 8 o’clock,
in Morehouse North Study Hall, over near
the piano.”
Father: “Come here, son, let me dust your
pants with this shingle.”
Son : “Aw, why dontcha be up-to-date, pa,
and use a vacuum cleaner?”
Smoky: "Tell me a three-letter word for
radio fan.”
Bill (sarcastically) : "G'wan, I’m concen¬
trating on a hard problem.”
Smoky: “You must be thinking about your
head."
Froshie: “You would be pretty if it were
not for that SO on your face.”
Dignified Senior: “Why, what sore, what
do you mean?”
Giggling Froshie: "That SO ugly.”
Hi School History Student: "Does Eng¬
land own America still?”
The teacher: “No, the idea.”
I eacher: “II est fait beau temps.”
Student: ‘A cs, I know my face is bumpy.
Do you know something good for it?”
A scientist says that human intelligence is
450,(MX) years old, but he hasn't discovered
when it will begin to act its age.
Card of Thanks
We wish to thank the many friends for the
expressions of sympathy and love during
the last days and death of our dear, be¬
loved, last year.
+
Disappointed Giver: "When are you going
to give me my Christmas present, it's the
sixth of January?"
Receiver: “Now, if you can’t wait until I
get the money to buy it. I'll give you your
same one back: you can call it your gift
from me.”
Giver : “I don't want it, that's why I gave
it to you.”
PICTURES OF LIFE
Pres. John Hope of Morehouse College, spoke
at vespers, Christmas Day in Sisters Chapel,
to Spelman and Morehouse students, of pic¬
tures that have meant more to him than phil-
j osophy or any so-called teaching. He showed
{ vivid pictures out of his childhood and youth,
in such a way that his hearers not only learned
how significant those pictures have been in di¬
recting and enriching his inner self, but they
found on the screen of their own memories sig¬
nificant pictures and recorded a wish to keep





Once more the Christmas tide has rolled
around, bringing beautiful sunshine and mild
weather to Spelman in Atlanta.
Saturday night, December 24, the students of
each hall had Christmas trees in their recep¬
tion rooms. At Morehouse North, Atiss Viola
Branham, as mistress of ceremonies, received
the merry-makers, invited them to sit on the
floor and go to sleep. This was not so easy
to do in a beautifully decorated room, around
a shining tree of gifts. But the sand man in¬
duced sleep until the merry rustle of Mrs.
Santa’s dress caused the good children to peep
and peep.
Jolly Mrs. Santa (Miss Barbara Smith) had
every kind of gift that could be thought of—
rattles, autos, dolls, tops, stationery, soap, fruit,
combs, and toy dogs. A program prolonged the
joy because each child wished to thank Mrs.
Santa formally for her gift. This combina¬
tion of program with distribution made the
evening a joyful preparation for ‘he day of
days.
Carol singing began at one o'clock in the
morning. Friends from other campuses of the
city, Clark University and Morehouse College,
came early. Later, groups from the different
halls of Spelman made the rounds, caroling
softly so that to those sleeping on the campus,
there came again and again the lovely carols
and melodies: Go Tell it on the Mountains,
Silent Night, There Arc Angels Hovering
Round. One could not sleep, dream, or listen
through such a program without thinking of
the carols of the angels, and getting inspiration
to wish and work for peace and good will on
earth.
I WONDER WHAT WOULD HAPPEN
IF—
1). R. couldn’t wear “Brown?”
N. R. G. had to take the Valley instead
of "Hill?”
M. W. would put more trust in “Faith”
than “Hope?”




The pupils of the Training School gave their
Christmas program on December 23. The reci¬
tations, solos, and piano selections were all
arranged to carry out the Christ spirit—the
true spirit of Christmas.
The assembly room was prettily decorated in
Christmas colors. At each end of the stage, and
in the center, were three small Christmas trees,
with a large Christmas tree forming the back¬
ground.
At the end of the program, Mrs. Santa Claus
distributed candy and pencils to the children.
The mothers, teachers and friends of the
chi’dren were their guests for the occasion.
The program closed with a Christmas carol.
CHRISTMAS CAROL
CONCERT
The Morehouse-Spelman and Spelman High
School Choruses gave their Christmas carol
concert Wednesday evening, December 21. Ev¬
ery number, whether choral, quartet or spiritual




The Elementary Education students were
geatly excited, Tuesday morning, January third.
The Methods Class in Music, taught by Prof.
Stella Haugan, was to have a program dra¬
matizing elementary school music. To drama¬
tize candy songs, songs of winter, sunshine,
prayer, work, animals, and countries, we must
borrow the needed paraphernalia. “Lend me
your bath-robe,” “Lend me some candy,” was
heard on every floor in Morehouse North.
Tuesday, 4 o’clock, found the actors in the
Laura Spelman Assembly room with an audi¬
ence eager to see the demonstrations.
Each performance brought genuine approval
from the audience.
At the request of the audience the actors sang
many more of their school songs without dem¬
onstration.
This was the first public demonstration of
music appreciation work that we have had
on our campus, but we hope to have more.
I WONDER WHY—
If. P. always says I'm going to “Walker”
instead of walk?
B. G. T.’s “Bell" doesn’t ring this year?
I. C. H. prefers “Pett-Us” instead of "Pctt-
Me?”
Z. R. J. detests Morehouse “Exams?”
W. H. B. likes to read “The Village Black
—Smith?”
A. L. J. abides by “Law?"
W. L. R. likes to hear the "Bell?”
U. B. has started "Reading” this year?
E. R. is so crazy about “Ts?"
E. V. E. has come from “Brazil" and
started to Wheeler?"
